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MEDITATION, FANCY FREE 


I stood in the sacred precincts of 
the house of God, and saw my neigh- 
bors there in the hour of prayer 
Solemnity ruled the penitents and the 
air was filled with devotion. With 
bended knee and words of contrition 
they poured forth their pleas for for- 
giveness, tinged with the air of a 
pharisee, and acknowledged the sin- 
fulness of their ways. In fact, they 
acknowledged them with such a relish 
that I fancied pride lurked therein. 
The hallowed precincts were o’er- 
whelmed with a spirit of devotion, 
and my heart swelled with love and 
overflowed with gratitude to my 
Creator. 


Deacon Jones proclaimed his lov 
for his neighbor, and deeply lamented 
the error of his ways. ‘“Poc'r brother 
Tobias means all right, bui he dances 
and he sings and he plavs cards at 
home, and God will curse him for 
that.”” Next day, to make sure that 
God would not forget it he refused 
to recognize him on the street, and 
soon thereafter sued Sister Morris 
for two months’ rent. 

Then I sat me down to think, and 
think, and think, who is this God 
that Deacon Jones cfficially repre- 
sents? Then I saw him damning re- 
pentant sinners, whose hearts were 
bowed down with grief for their own 
sins, and were filled with love for the 
God whom they longed to serve. Poor 
benighted beings! They were born 
beneath another star, so were denied 
the superior knowledge of Deacon 
Jones, who presumed to instruct his 
neighbors as to the orders of God. 

Then I remembered, the Christian 


says there is but one God. So sayeth 
the heathen and the poor benighted 
Hindoo. Yes, there is but one God, 
and He ruleth the earth and all there 
is therein. He directs the movements 
of the stars, the moons and the suns. 
For millions of miles into space the 
ingenuity of man has penetrated, and 
found the glimmerings of flickering 
worlds yet beyond, all moving with 
a rapidity and accuracy that his mind 
cannot comprehend and with mathe- 
matical precision. 

Then I stood upon a mountain top 
and viewed the world below me. 
peacefully prospering beneath a 
kindly sunlight, the seed bringing 
forth its flower and fruit in season, 
and all the animal xingdom repro- 
ducing itself through the ages. Who 
causeth the male and the female and 
maketh allowance for war by creat- 
ing more males than females? Who 
regulates all these things? 

Then I drew from my finger a wee 


drop of blood and placed it under a 
glass, when lo! I saw therein a 
little microbe, wriggling in its own 
tinv world, unmindful of greater 
things elsewhere, and I wondered if 
the microbe could but place a drop 
of its blood beneath a glass of it. too, 
would find other life wriggling there- 
in. Then I wondered again, who 
formed its perfect skeletcn and placed 
its flesh thereon. Who gave it sight 
and taste and feeling for its kind? 
Yea, who colored its eyes and made 
it a thing of beauty in its wav? 
Then I thought me again: What 
am I that thou art mindful of me? 
T know not what I am, where I came 
from or whither I am going. I 
know not what the light is, or sight 
or power, I know not how mv hand 
is raised, or how T let it down. H 
know nct what that feeling love is, 
or hate, or what inspires them. if 
know not what my flesh and blood 
are, or the life that isin them. What 


is thought and what is mind? What 
is sorrow and what is joy? I knew 
not, neither do I comprehend. They 
are, but I know not whence thev 
came or whither they go. Oh Lord! 
What is man that Thou art mindful 
cf him? 

Then I doubted that Deacon Jones 
had been taken into the confidence ot 
God, or that he knew H’s rules for 
the conduct of man. God in His 
wisdom, gave to every man a con- 
science, as a guide for his own ac- 
tions, and He appointed no man to 
regulate ithe life of another. He 
who doeth so is a meddler and a 
hynocrite, for he assumes to himsel’ 
sureriority over his brother and 
imagines he alone understands the 
wavs of God. Yes, I know not even 
what I am, whence I came or whither 
T go; then how can I knc'w what God 
is, who regulates all creat‘on and 
created me for His own _ purpose, 
which I know not? 


Then I looked about me and was 
pained, for I saw ministers of the 
gospel abusing their neighbors be- 
cause they were dipped and _ nol 
sprinkled or were sprinkled and not 
dipped; and I saw a priest wrapping 
his robes about him and _ boasting 
that his church was the only one holy, 
end that all others were spuricus 
and mere mockeries. And I beheld 
the despised sinner approaching 
death, unanointed, unnoticed and 
pitied, but when the summons came 
his face was like the shining sun, 
and his spirit was wafted to eternal 
bliss. 

Again I looked, and beheld a field 
of unbroken snow, and beyond it a 
solitary tree. By my side sat John, 
and Charles, and Henry and Thomas, 
and a little black imp called Topsy. 
They would walk straight lines to the 
tree, and started off. John in the 
gocdness of his heart, criticised 
Henry for walking so crooked, but 


Henry resented the imputation, and 
they stopped to struggle in the snow. 
each one striving to injure the other, 
while all abcut them the beauty of 
the scene was marred and the purity 
of the snow despoiled. Charles and 
Thomas quarreled, each one claiming 
his track the straighter, while Topsy 
meekly struggled on, unnoticed, de 
spised and avoided. At last the field 
was crossed and they looked back, 
when Id! Topsy’s trail alone was 
straight, and they listened to her 
humble explanation: ‘I just kept 
my eye on the tree.” 


DO YOU KNOW THIS FELLOW? 

He means all] right, but he was 
born with a vacuum where executive 
ability is supposed to dwell. Instead 
of utilizing time by executing plans, 
he devotes it to the manufacture of 
excuses, and explaining what a glor- 
ious success he would have made, if 
it hadn’t been for the other fellow. 


I'm an Oregon orangoutang, 
With Oriental optics. 

I'm straight from the brush 
In tolly wocko choptics. 


Down de2p in your heart there lingers 
a thought, 

A treastire more precious than gold. 

Could my soul look in and see my- 
self scught, 

The joy would in Heaven be told. 


Thcugh hard by name and soft by 
nature, 
1 breathe few words for every 
erature. 
No one e’er took me for a pracher. 
Secanuse 'o the lines of my fature, 
Although I am a great scracher, 
But, you see, there is an old 
stature, 
Spread abroad by the legislature, 
Intended to catch every tacher— 
Like me, for I Will Steel. 


AN OLD SAW. 


I saw a wood saw sawing wood, and 
the wood saw I saw sawing wood 
was the wocd saw that sawed the 
wood | saw. Esau saw the wood saw 
I saw sawing wood, and the wood 
saw I saw Esau saw, and Esau saw 
the wood sawed by the saw I saw 
sawing wocd. Esau also saw me as 
I saw the wood saw sawing wood. 
and I saw Esau as Esau saw the 
wood that the wood saw sawed. ‘EK 
saw I saw Esau, and ’e saw me, so I 
said to Fsau, “Esau, I saw dust in 
the wood saw’s teeth.” 
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